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Ottoline Brown
and her best friend,
Mr. Munroe,
No puzzle is ever
too tricky for
the two of them
to solve,
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For my davghter,
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ttoline lived on the twenty-fourth
tloor of the Pepperpot Building.
Tt was called the P. W. Huffledinck Tower; but
it looked just like a pepper pot, so
everyone called it the Pepperpot Building,

THE PEPPERRT]
BUILDING

nrnneg




LIKES SPLASHING
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She lived in apartment 243 with Mr. Munroe,
who was small and hairy and didn't like the
rain or having his hair brushed.

Ottoline, on the other hand, loved all
kinds of weather, particularly rain, because
she liked splashing in puddles. She also
liked brushing Mr. Munroe’s hair. She found
it very relaxing, and it helped her to think,
m%mﬂmﬁ% if there was a tricky @wozma to

solve or a clever @FS to work out.

Ottoline liked solving tricky problems and
working out clever plans even more than she
liked splashing in puddles. She kept her eyes
and ears open 1in case she came across anything

unusual or interesting. So did Mr. Munroe.
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Ottoline’s parents traveled the world
collecting interesting things. Apartment 243
was full of the things that they collected.
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Her parents had promised that one day, when
she was older, Ottoline could join them on
their travels, but until then she was to stay at
home and look after their collections.
Ottoline didn't mind too much because she

had Mr. Munroe for company.
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One day, while out for an afternoon

stroll, Mr. Munroe noticed a poster stuck

e /1to a lamppost outside Gruberman’s Korean
Theatre. He carefully peeled it off and folded

| it up. Then he put it under his arm, as, being

=

{small and hairy, Mr. Munroe didn’t have any

@o&Amﬂm. He took it home with him.
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While she brushed Mr. Munroe’s hair,

Ottoline looked more closely at the posters.

THIS (S WHAT
OTTOLINE LOOKS
LiKE WHEN
SHE's THINKING
OF A CLEVER PLAN.

Mr. Munroe showed Ottoline the posters hed
collected from lampposts all over town.
Ottoline looked at them for a long time.
“I don't suppose . . . ) she said, “youd let me
brush your hair?”
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That evening Ottoline and Mr. Munroe sat . The Home-Cooked Meal Co. Mr, Munroe
down to dinner. Ottoline had grilled cheese and had a bowl of porridge and a mug of hot

cnnamon toast freshly delivered to the table by | | chocolate, which was the only meal he ever ate.
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After dinner Ottoline went down to the
laundry room in the basement of the
Pepperpot Building.

Ottoline liked to do her own laundry for
two reasons. Firstly, she liked the washing

machines . . .
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After dinner Ottoline went down to the

Fﬁb&&\ room in the basement of the

Pepperpot Building,
Ottoline liked to do her own laundry for
two reasons. Firstly, she liked the washing

machines . . .
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and secondly, she liked standing on

tiptoe and listening to the pipes in the
basement ceiling. Ottoline could hear lots
of interesting conversations that went on in

other apartments. She didn’t tell Mr. Munroe,
P

. HUGE
NOMBERS OF ATLES
BUT NOT A SINGLE
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mmﬁm&ow@am often helped her to solve
tricky problems and think of clever plans.

It was Ottoline who found Mrs. Pasternak’s
missing monkey with a trail of honey-coated
peanuts. And when the man from apartment

36 got his toe stuck in a tap, it was Ottoline




That evening, Ottoline was doing her FEDQQ

and listening to the pipes as usual when

a large, hairy arm appeared from behind

one of the washing machines and grabbed

a pair of Ottoline’s stripy socks.
Ottoline peered into the shadows
It was a bear.

€&

-

You ought to be ashamed of
yourself, stealing socks,” said
Ottoline.

(23

So should you, ﬁmﬁmibm

in on other people’s
conversations,” said
the bear.

£«

I won't tell

3

if you wontt,
said Ottoline.
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3. Says hasemenl s much
Cozier than cold cave.

Keep MY
m,:.;vm SocKs.




it (et

MR- MUNROE (8
IN THE HABST
OF DROPPING
THE PAGES
HE's NOT
[NTERESIED
ONTHE FLOOR.

TN

r. Munroe was sitting in the
Beidermeyer armchair, reading
the Dmémwwwmﬁ Mr. Munroe often read his
newspaper if he had trouble getting to sleep or
had a bad dream about the bog in Norway. He
liked to read the travel section, about vacations

on tropical islands and sunny beaches.
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Ottoline got out a pair of Balinese pinking
shears from the scissors collection

. and carefully cut out the arti-
\\@ cles. Mr. Munroe didn't
: notice. He was engrossed
in a story about

the Gobi1 Desert,

where it hardly

ever rains.
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NO NEW LEADS IN
SHOE BOX BUILDING
BURGLARY

By our crime correspondent

Police remain baffled by the burglary in
the Shoe Box Building on 3rd Street.
Despite extensive inquiries and prolonged
investigations, Police Commissioner Ronald
Flatfoot admitted, “We remain baffled.”
The victim of the burglary, Mrs. Rachel
Armstrong, was too - T
upset to talk to the

Enguirer last night

but said in a written

statement, “I have

nothing further to

add.” Police appealed

to the public to be

vigilant and on their

guard at all times.

Mis. Rachel Armstrong
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BURGLARY AT
THE POINTY
TOWER BAFFLES

POLICE

By our crime correspondent

Police remain baffled by the bur-
glary at the Pointy Tower on
Third Street. Despite extensive
inquiries and prolonged investiga-
tions, Police Commissioner Ronald
Flatfoot admitted, “We remain baf-
fled.” The victim of the burglary,
Mrs. Dominica Wilson, was too
outraged to talk to the Enguirer last
night but said in a written state-
ment, “T’'m too outraged to talk.”
Police appealed to the public to be
vigilant and on their guard at all
times.

ANOTHER
BURGLARY
ON 3RD
STREET
LEAVES NO
CLUES

By our crime correspondent

Police were baffled last
night by another bur-
glary on Third Street.
In an audacious cat
burglary on an apart-

| ment on the fifteenth
floor of the Ice-Cream

; Cone Building, jewel-
Mrs. Pinky Neugerbauer ry worth quite a lot
was stolen. Despite

initial inquiries and prolonged investiga-
tions, Police Commissioner Ronald
Flatfoot admitted, “We are baffled.” The
victim of the burglary, Mrs. Pinky
Neugerbauer, wags too shocked to talk to
the Enquirer last night but said in a
written statement, “I'm in shock.” Police
appealed to the public to be vigilant and
on their guard at all times. )

LONELY PET
LOVERS
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Quality lapdogs
supplied for
every Rnee
The Lapdog Agency
No. 26, The Board Walk

Harborside
BIG CITY 9929
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That night, after the Smith & Smith THS S

THE
technicians had plumped the pillows DIPLOMA
and drawn the curtains, Ottoline

got out of bed and went to her

,.mwm_mﬁ_ Disguises Wardrobe.

Ottoline was a Mistress of
ACEDEMY oF SUBTERFUGE

THIS 18 To CERTIFY THAT
HUH.OANW Hﬁ» WHOS ﬁrm TOIWIG 15 A CERTIFIED NUSTRESS OF
DG Qm&\‘ it

Academy of Subterfuge. e

Disguise and had a &@Hoaw to

When she was ready, she knocked on
Mr. Munroe’s door.

“Your hair could do with a brush,” said
Ottoline when he opened the door, “but we
haven't got time for that now. Here, put this
on.” She handed Mr. Munroe a large, shabby
raincoat.

Mr. Munroe
handed her an
umbrella just

1n case,.
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And very soon were . . . ! off the beaten track.
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The poker players looked strangely familiar.
Behind them, a cockatoo was talking into a
telephone.

“I'm very sorry, madam, but that's company
policy,” the cockatoo was saying. “If you lose
a lapdog we supplied you with, we can't trust
you with another one, now can we? Good-bye.”

The cockatoo put down the receiver.

Just then a yellow cat walked in.

“Good evening, boys,” she purred. “Had a
good week?”

The poker players wagged their tails.

“Excellent,” purred the Yellow Cat.

“Given Mrs. Neugerbauer the slip, I see,

ZQ/_\EHSW ; she said, patting a small

Lancashire terrier on the head.

“That’s right, Boss,” snarled the dog. “I ran
out of the poodle parlor after one of those
perfumed baths, and kept on running.”

“Good work,” said the Yellow Cat. “Now; boys,

»

time for business. Show me what you've got.




The poker players put down their cards and
picked up their pencils and started scribbling.
“Bring them to me, Clive!” said the
&= Yellow Cat.
The cockatoo flapped about gathering up
the drawings in his beak and took them to
the Yellow Cat.

3

Excellent,” she purred.
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A Penangese lapdog dropped his doggy

chew. “I ran off in the park this morning,

Mrs. Lloyd threw me a stick, and she’s still

waiting for it. But I'm not going back!”
The Yellow Cat smiled. “If this

information is correct, my furry

friend,” she purred, “then

you won't have to!”
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